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Stingy, Snarly and a Regular 
Grouch, He Could Use His Fists 
and Received His Just Reward. 


breakfast fixture he spoke abruptly, clouds, albeit with a considerable 
Tve been up there." limp. 

"Where?' she asked. Molly ran to meet him. Five yards 

■To t ie place you thought you'd away she stopped dead, lifting dle- 
bought. It's a trap." mayed hands to heaven. Mr. Morse 

‘Tm out of It, at least with my was a strange and moving sight. A 
life." ~ small stream of blood was trickling 

"You are not the only one that's from the corner of his mouth, which 
been caught. He's fleeced four others was expanded In an astounding and 
that I know of on that plant — all per- Joyous smile. His sober black string 
fectly legal. I have a notion," said necktie was festooned over his left 
Miles Morse with an effect of choos- ear. Half of his large, solemn blue 
lng his words, "that D. Wlggett A j spectacles was Jammed down his neck 
Co. was incorporated In hell and the ! inside a dislocated collar. The other 
silent partner Is his salanlc majesty." j half presented a scandalous and 
"Why did ye go up there?” ! sightless appearance, having lost Its 

"Curiosity." lens. His coat was split In three 

'•Not kindness— Just a little bit?" places and tom In one. Ills hat elm- 
T wanted to see the work of a man ply was not; It could be Identified as 

a hat solely from the circumstance 
__ that It was Jammed Inextricably down 

UMMAVVW. upon his head. From his right cheek 
bone there had already sprouted a 
IMKMMWWWm “hlckey" fit to hang a bucket on. But 
these were minor Injuries compared 
to the condition of Mr. Morse's hands. 
_ nUwlJ Bruised and cut. scarified, scalped 

ut ■ KxVu'W V and swelling, the "grand pair of 

Mfl ,V\\\\\\\ . hands" which Terry the Cop so ad- 

" — ■ — ' Knlullll ^ V/- mired, testified unmistakably to hav- 

V\ \ lng come Into violent and repeated 
l — npillP / /\ ol, ntaet with some heavy and hard 
"s ' liQnlii'If ' — — ' 'object. Horror-stricken, Molly turned 

^ |l\wv 'her eyes from them to the real es- 

l 'AllWvffllf tate office of D. Wlggett A Co. .A 

a * % ■ C nlVulv front window flew up. The counte- 

, CT *> ||i 1 1 jVf mS SSHU^S. ! nance of D. Wlggett appeared therein 

d • \ | VlB I III i and Molly at once Identified It as the 

t i V\ k| l| Aiwr.VJJj heavy and hard object to which her 

_ \\I'f|WK\N'iJil ’employer’s manual plight was due. 

\w\frK\\llO : The countenance opened, somewhat 
^ \ W \1\\\VN|( ! slantwise, and sent forth a gasping 

£3 uL VyLWv j and melancholy bellow: 

A — Id \\\\\ ! without a word, Molly seized one 

I* \\\ ' of the battered hands and ran. Per- 

* 11 \\ Y force - her employer ran with her. A 

n U ' Y tail was prowling up 2 d av'enuc. 


the way of human misery, he knew 
that mysterious Instinct of suicides 
which guides them, no matter what 
their chosen method of self-destruc- 
tion, toward water. Therefore, he 
took the shortest route for our foun- 
tain. 

Young Irvy’s ous&mer sat huddled 
on a bench at the water's edge. The 
bottle was In her hand, uncorked. 
She had Just made a trial of the liquid 
on her hand and was crying softly 
because It burned. As the little red 
doctor's grip closed on her wrist she 
gasped and sought to raise the drug 
to her lips. 

"Drop It!” said her captor In the 
voice of authority. 

She obeyed. But she misinterpreted 


against homicide ought to provide 
for exceptions In the case of such 
persona as D. Wlggett. 

•There he 


the conclusion her employer suggest- 
ed' that Molly.'brlng him the deed or 
other documents In the case on the 
morrow. She did so. 

'This Isn't a deed at all,” said ha 
- ‘That's what Mr. Wlggett was tell- 
ing me.” 

"What else did he tell you?" 

"He told me If I'd pay him the two 
thousand dollars and would go out 
there he'd see I got enough embroid- 
ery work so that I could easily make 
the twenty-dollar-a-month payments 
till l owned It alL” 

-He didn’t tell you that If you failed 
In a payment you’d loso It all?” 

"Not till after.” 

•It's here In the agreement to sell. 
That's all this paper Is" — he flecked 


it and grinned, a great, 
plump, pink, powerful, smirking go- 
rilla and said that the transaction 
with Mrs. Dunstan was perfectly legal 
— Jerfectly — and there wasn’t anything 
further to be said." 

"Did you say It?" Inquired the bon- 
nle lassie, who knew her Cyrua 

"I did. And he threatened to have 
me arrested for defamatory language. 
But he's right — legally. He's got 
your little widow's f 2 , 000 , every cent 
of It, and she's got a piece of stamped 
paper." 

“Why Isn't It a case for our legal 
aid?" 

"I've Just been to Merrlvale. There 
Isn't a thing to be done." Following 
the “legal aid" line. Cyrus' mind took 
a sudden but logical Jump. “I never 
expected to meet a meaner cuss than 
the meanest man In our square," he 
observed, "but I have.” 

"The very thing!" cried the honnle 
lassie. "How clever of you. Cyrus! 
I mean, how clever of me! Molly 
wants a place. She's all over that 
foolish suicide notion. She shall be 
Mr. Miles Morse's housekeeper." 

"But he wanted ail old woman," ob- 


pleasurc keeping the money when 
made. As to his neighbors, he asked 
nothing and gavo nothing. Behind 
Ills back, and not always very far be- 
hind It. he was called tho meanest 
man In our square. 

Only for Terry tho Cop. MacLachan, 
tho little red doctor and Cyrus the 
(■aunt, did he have a curt, silent nod. 
and for the Bonnie Lassie an awk- 
ward bow. The rest of us might as 
well not have existed. Naturally, 
there were few who had a good word 
for him. Of these Terry the Cop was 
one. 

"Anyway, he has a grand pair of 
hands." Terry has been heard to aver. 

On the strength of this opinion, the 
Bonnie Lassie, who needed a really 
superior pair of hands for a sculp- 
ture which she was then employed 
upon, made a point of catching Miles 
Morse in the park and compelling 
him to shake hands with her. to his 
resentful embarrassment. Subse- 
quently she took our guardian of the 
peace to task. 

"I don't know what you could have 
been thinking of, Terry," she do- 
clared. "His hands are knuckly out- 
side and pulfy Inside." 

"You should see 'em In the court," 
said Terry cryptically. 

Not clearly comprehending what 
standing In court Mr. Morse's hands 
would give him, tho Bonnie Lassie 
dropped tho subject. On her owr. 
account, however, she had a sus- 
picion of redeeming qualities In tho 
meanest man. 


“I'll guarantee that,” put In Cyrus 
the Gaunt. - 

'■And I’ll see that she gets work to 
keep going on,” added the bonnle 


"I like my own Job here." 

"It's all arranged" said Miles 
Morso with dismal Iteration. 

"Does that mean I'm discharged?” 

"If you want to put It that way. 

"And I'm to go up there to tl.-t 
country — alone — and entertain • 
California privet In dge?" 

Her little foot tapped tho groun 1 
ar It had on the unforgotten or 
slon' of that first interview. Tl. . 
meanest man In our squaro wince 
Molly saw it, and her eyes grew to: 
dor. but her tone was still ur.con 
promising. 

"What am I discharged for?" 

Silence. 

"For not being old enough to l- 
your housekeeper?” She looked I'.n 
merest wisp of a girl with her col 
coming and going as she spoke-. 

"For not being ugly enough?'' Aid 
she contrived to look bewildering!;. 
pretty. 

"Why do you plague me, ilollj 
he hurst out. 

She pointed a Unger at 1.1s chin. 

"I dare ye. Miles Morse," her vole.' 
flutt-ilng In her throat, for nil her 
audacious words; “I dure- ye to Cls- 
charg- inc! For all ye're called th 
meanest man In our square, ye would).' ' 
he that mean as to tend me own; 
from ye!" 

And. with ti.e finger still leveled, 
she walked straight to him and was 
c-ught and held close to tho sober 
and respectable black coat. 

"I'd never dared have asked you, 
Molly," said Miles Morse In the voleg 
of one who walks ecstatic amid the 
wonders of a dream 

"Dop't 1 know that!” sin retorted, 
And then, with a quiver. "<di, bill- - . 
It's I will malt- It up t" you for thn . 
tand-nnd-spool fir-, "rachi r!" 


Whereupon both • D. Wlggett, the 
party of the first part (In tho docu- 
ment). and Mrs. M. Dunstan. the party 
of the second part, dissolved in team, 
different reasons. 


though for very 


O N the trip Mr. Miles Morse ex- 
hibited silent but alarming symp- 
toms. Arrived at home, he flatly re- 
fused to enter. 

“Air and epace.” he said, were his 
special and immediate needs. He 
made his way to the most secluded 
bench In the park, followed by hie 
dismayed housekeeper, sat down and 
began to chuckle. The chuckle grew 
Into a laugh, the laugh Into a series 
of chokes, tho chokes Into a pro- 
tracted convulsion of mirth. When 
at length it had passed, leaving h'.ir. 
spent ar.d gasping, Molly lhjnsiaii 
spoke seriously to him. 

“Are ye finished?” 

"I am." 

"Have ye been drinking?" 

"I have not." 

"What did ye do to him?" 

"I did everything." said Mr Miles 
Morse with a long reminiscent sigh 
of utter satisfaction, "but bite him." 

"Ye told me." accused Molly with 
heaving bosom, "that It would bo a 
strictly peaces bio errand. " 

"So It would." replied the other 
calmly. "If he hadn't said something 
about you." 

Molly's brown eyes widened nnd 
brightened with amazement. Her lips 
parted. 

"About me." she cried, 
committed what the lawyers call 
non-sequltur. "Mother of all 
Saints!" cried Molly. "How old 
yoT' 


N TOW it happened that the high 
( gods of council who unofficially 
rule our square held conferonco not 
long thereafter upon a project ad- 
vanced by the little rod doctor for a 
local legnl aid organization, with an 
■ ifilco and an attendant. Money was 
needed, und money Is ono of our 
rarest phenomena. 

It wus the Bonnlo Lassie who sug- 
gested that tho meanest man In our 
square bo approached for a contri- 
bution. 

"Well, my dearest,” said Cyrus the 
Gaunt, with that condescending sur- 
render which Is one of his few faults 
as a husband, "suppose you tackle 
him for a contribution?” 

"I will,” said the Bonnie Lassie. 
"I'll go now.” 

Sho went. Presently she returned. 
It was not the return of a victress. 

"How much?" asked tho little red 
doctor. 

Tho Bonnie Lassie throw out empty 
and eloquent hands. 

"And what did ho say?' Inquired 
Cyrus the Gaunt. 

"He Indicated that he'd see me In 
hades first.” 

"Then I'll go over and knook his 
head off.” declared hor husband, red- 
ienlng. “I've always wanted to do It. 
anyway.” 

"Nothing of the sort, goose! I 
didn't say he said It. I said he Indl- 
ated It. It was his manner. Ver- 
bally. he was polite enough. Paid he 
didn't bellevo in charity." 

Cyrus the Gaunt snorted. 

"Gave his reasons, too. He said he 
doesn't believe In charity because It 
makes the recipient think too 111 of 
himself, which is bod, and the giver 
think too well of himself, which Is 
worse." 

■'Something In that.” grudged the 
little red doctor. 

"Isn't there? I tried to explain the 
usefulness of the legal aid society, 
nut ho said that pcoplo who got Into 
• ourt wero fools, and people who 
hired lawyers to llo for them were 
hnaves. Then" — the Bonnie Lassie 
dimpled — “lie caught me sniffing at 
his musty old houso, and asked me 
what was the matter, and I asked him 
if he had ever been dusted and aired, 
and he said that he was afraid he'd 
have to get a housekeeper, and If I'd 
get him one — the right kind of a one 
-an old. respectable, honest woman, 
who'd do all the work while he was 
■iway. so that he'd never have to see 
her, he'd contribute to our fund" — 
’he Bonnie Lassie paused for effect — 
"ten dollars.” 

When tho assembled council had 
finished expressing Its various emo- 
ilons the speaker continued: 

"I've got a month to do It In. So 
1 made him inako out tho check and 
hold It, unsigned.” 

"What’s tho Idea, Lassie? 1 
MacLachan tho Tailor. 

"The loak-ln-the-dlke prl 
sho oxplalned profoundly. 

• lollarn In Just the first trickle. If we 
ever get him started, heaven help him 
•fore we let him stop! I'm going to 
get that ten dollars If I have to take 
the position myself.” 


and sotto voice, for tho benefit ot 
those most concerned. 

"Prisoner at the bar-r-r, ye have 
brootally assaulted a peaceful citizen 
(not more than half ag'ln as big as 
yerself). Ye have bate him to a poolp 
(an' him but a scant tin years young- 
er' an' with a repltatlon for bein' a 
rough-neck — with, women and chil- 
der). Ye have half murdered him 
(an' take shame to yerself ye didn't 
do th' other half). Because of yer 
youth an' Inexperience (1 mane yer 
age an' the wallop ye carry), I will 
let ye off light with a fine of fifty 
dollars (an 'If we'll sled n-.e word 
when yer goln' to operate again I'll 
remit the fine.) Jflxt ca-ase!” 


P R a culprit who had got off easy. 

Mr. Miles Morse resented far from 
a cheerful appearance when Molly 
Dunstan presented herself on th-- 
followlng morning. Molly exhibited 
strange and Inexplicable symptoms, 
flushing and paling, finding no ploco 
until she dls- 


“WHAT DID YE DO TO HIM?” SHE ASKED. “I DID EVERYTHING TO HIM," SAID MR. MORSE. “BUT BITE HIM. 


for her regard to rest, 
covered that Miles Morse was much 1 
worse confused than herself. There- | 
upon, after the manner of women, 
she became quite composed and easy. | 
Then she ! Through breakfast 'he was v< ry. sl- 
a I lent. After lingering over his coffee j 
the | to an unwonted degree, he finally 
are arose, with an air of -great determ!- j 
nation, said "Well," in what wus 

"Thirty-seven years ar.d four meant to be a business-like tone, 
months." replied the meanest man In | walked briskly to the dour, then turned 
our square gravely. , and stood In the most awkwaru uncase, i 

"And me thinking ” 'The house won't be like a home ' 

lie never found out what she was without you." said he desolate!:', 
thinking, tor she broke off abruptly . "Won't It?' said Molly, 
and said. 

"Clap a bit of raw beef to that 
clicek." and vanished from his sight. 

No Molly appeared for breakfast In . 
the morning. In her stead arrived a ! 
court officer with a warrant. In which 
the term "feloniously" played a con- | 
splcuous and dispiriting part. At; 
court Miles Morse, prisoner, found a . 
delegation from our square awaiting 
him. Including Molly. Cyrus the 
Gaunt, the bonnlc lassie, Terry the 
C»p and a man taking copious notes 
with an absorbed and ferocious ex- 
pression. with a view to daunting 
wrongdoers by tho prospective fierce 
whito light of the press. This was 
part of the bonnle lassie's strategy. 

So also was the presence of Merrl- 
vale. the young lawyer of the legal 
aid branch, for the bonnlo lassie had 
correctly guessed that the accused 
would disdain to spend money on a ! 
lawyer. As he waited his turn at the , 
bar of Judgment (before Wolf Tone 
Hanrahan. the human Judge, his j 
friends remarked with satisfaction) ; 

Terry the Cop caught sight of his [ 
damaged knuckles. 

"I always said he had a grand pair J 
of hands." murmured Terry to the I 

bonr ie lassie. 

"And here they are in court, where 1 
you said they were at their best," she ' 
commented. 

An expression of bewilderment gave 
placo to a grin on Terry's handsome : 
face. . 

"The court." I said. . "the hand ball ' 
court at the Y. M. C. A. He packs a 


■How ia'ahe to tell if he never sees the document with a contemptuous meaner than the meanest man In our 
retorted • his , finger — "an agreement to sel); not a square," he aald with a sour grin. 

You've bought nothing but Molly Dunstan flushed. 

never read ' "I'd not he letting them call me 
that!" -she declared. "And I'll not bo- 
'I trusted Mr. , lleve It true of ye. What alls yc at 
so kind and the world, at all?' she demanded. 

"I'll tell you, since you a«k." he 
replied defiantly. "I'm getting even 
with It for treating me like a dog." 

"So that's it." There was a pause. 
"Would ye tell me about it?' she 
asked shyly. 

Much to his astonishment. Miles 
Morse discovered that lio wanted to 
tell her about it. 

What buildings . "A man that I thought my friend 
cheated me out of the first ten tliou- 
n. They leaked.” sand dollars that 1 made." 

-Miles Morse re- "Whisk! Tomato more, didn't ye?' 
it In his hand — rho replied calmly. "I wouldn't be 
live California hating Hie world for that." 

, entertain the "Then there was a woman.” he said 
lotion of a Call- wl'h more difficulty. , -I thought — 


her? 

wife confidently. deed. 

* * * * empty print. •: 

F OR six weeks all went well and this?'. 

simply. Miles Morse was obliged! She shook her 
to confess, grudgingly, that his house Wlggett. He i 
was more livable and comfortable, j helpful at first." 
Dust disappeared. The furniture took 


O PENING her n.«:nlj.g 
following day. the 1 
(for whose schemes and 
the stars In their course ; 
a little cry and let a bit 
through her fingers. t)u! 
lng It. sho turned 1 : oxer 
Count. It was the pr.-.nil 
Mr. Miles Morn- to the he, 
out to your own | Between the words " !C : 

lars" was a caret, and. 
want to?' added word "hundred," < 

1. I've beer, talk- ( uoiuvnnnt. The ► iguana 
Staten." - UI1( 2 , rK „ i;( > a „ i.du 

said Molly with a ] r<H ,i. "Mll.-s XI •irs*-, r M 
the chin. The meanest man in ot 

or you to get your abdicated, 
out there. ' . (Conrtshr. All right, 


"Until the fly was In his web. You 

to~ arranging Itsolf with less stiffness j signed that paper without knowing 
and more amiability. When he gave i what 
a whist party of an evening the ! cused 
cigars were in place, the ash trays j prom 
ready, tho rooms aired and fresh and Insun 
tho Icebox stuffed, all by Invisible ; "Nc 
hand. Orders wero Issued and rcqul- "Ar 
Dillons made through -the' bonnle lassie, repal: 

Meeting her neighbor In our square Were 
one day, the bonnle lassie hinted uf , "A 
the 110 check for the legal aid so- "N« 
ciety. : ferret 

"When I'm sure I'm satisfied.'' said " 'to 
tho meanest man, bending frowning prlve- 
brows from above his owlish glasses same, 
upon her. 


o?' the same? Could you do that?' 

qulred the bon- I Into Molly Dunstan's Irteh-brown 
r _ -eyes there crept a little Irish devil 

.n.” ■ of a twinkle. 

r. then?' I "Could I not!" said she. "Can ye 

She was curled ! not see me of a moonlight night tak- 
ing me foot In me hand and going out 
i to entertain me dull and lonely hedge 
| with a turn of Kilkenny Jigging!" 

: Her sole tapped the ground as she 
I spoke. 

"Don't do It here." he Interposed 
hastily. "How you can Joke about It 
Is beyond me. with your two thousand 
dollars In the pocket of D. Wlggett. 
Flowers cost money. I And what makes you look sick at 
tho name of him?' he concluded 


APPEALS TO FORD 


(Continued from Fifth Page. 


J ' they could not bo. One was building 

i a church, another a parish house, n: - 
lal i other a parochial school, -a gnat 
iieccs- ninny of my parishioners are F..r.l 
11 a -c *®Plo>’vr." ran the argument, "and 
'em Is 1 knoW Mr Kord ls Interested In t.M 

work! peo,,1 °' 1 :,m Kure hc will be glad to 

n or a hrlP UK eTecl ,hiB •''Hiding. - ' And the 

c who ’ an " w, ' r *' aB: “Mr. Ford Is interest--.! 
too old ,n t,le w " lfarf ‘ c 'f hls employes, ll- 
matter j wnnts ,lienl *° have homes of their 
In the I .o*n. .churches and schools. But ho 
i solu- 1 th,nkB that 11 lH h ««cr that th. y 
an the ,,hould bul,d s,lch f " r themselves than 
h pen- I ,hat he Bhould do H f«r them. It :s 


Hko the croak of a frog. And she's 
been putting (lowers on my breakfast 
table." he concluded with the accents 
of ono detailing an Intolerable out- 
rage. 

"What of It?” Inquired the surprised 
agent. 

"What of It 
don't they?' 

"Have you received any bill for | sharply 
flowers yet?' 

'Tve received bills for brooms, 
mops, palls, towels, cups, plates, nails, 
tacke, picture hangers, baking tins, 
aoap, and God knows what all." re- ! 
piled Mr. Morse In a breathless and I 
ferocious voice. 

“Yes? And which of those do you 
And In tho floral catalogues?’ queried 
tho bonnlo lassie Interestedly. "If 
you want to know," she added as the 


"That's a terrible man," sho an- 
swered with a catch of the breath. 
"When I went to him to ask for a 
bit more time he swore at me. He 
threatened me with Jail. He said he'd 
ruin my reputation. He said If I sent 
a lawj-er there he'd hammer him to 
pulp. He could do It, for he's a terrt- 
i ble. big, strong, angry man. I came 
away sick to live in the same world 
with him. And that's -why I got the 
carbolic," ohe finished , In- a’ low, 
; shamed tone? 

"Carbolic! . You 'were' going to kill 
i yourself?' . 

"Didn't- Mrs. Staten tell ye?' 

"She told • me nothing — but lies!" 
Miles Morse spoke harshly because he 
was experiencing within himself a 
stir of strange and wrathful and pro- 
tective emotion. Abruptly he changed 
the subject. "Would you," he said 
hesitantly, "for a raise of wa — ahem! 
— salary, come a little earlier and get 
me my breakfast?' 

■Til not wait on table,” she re- 
turned with a flash of color. 

"It was not my Idea," he said quite 
humbly. "But If' you would have a 
coffee machine and a toaster and sit 
opposite at the table, and — and — it 
would save me money as against the 
restaurant,” he added lamely. 

•Til consult my manager," returned 
his housekeeper with a twinkle. 

* * * * 

B EHOLD, then, Mrs. Molly Dunstan, 
housekeeper, seated opposite Miles 
Morae, the - meanest man In our 
square, with a coffee apparatus, a 
toaster and a little centerpiece- bright 
with flowers, both of them break- 
fasting In a dim and painful sileuce. 
; But food Is a great solvent of embar- 
I rassment, and breakfast coffee has 
i powers beyond the spirit of grape, 
i corn or rye to break down the bar- 
riers between human and human. So 
that, by the end of a week,- Molly was 
chattering like a cheery bird with 
Just' enough Instigation from her ero- 
ployer to- keep her going. One sub- 


asked 


S O, In many slow sittings, the bon- 
nle lassie sculped Molly Dunstan, 
and from those sittings grew the 
heart-moving bronze. "The Broken 
Wing.” As the work progressed the 
heart of Molly Dunstan opened little 
by little and her story came out. 

While a young girl In a good Irish 
school she had mot a traveling Amer- 
ican, Henry Dunstan, 


half for 

love and half In the elfin Irish spirit 
of adventurousness, had run away 
with him. He was a good husband to 
her, and they were happy In a little 
country place which he had bought 
and which she turned to skillful ac- 
count. raising ducks and chlokens for 
the market to eke out his Income — 
“until the drink took him." It took 
him the full length of Its well-beaten 
from ruin to 


thing that In given to them — rcllg.ou 
Included. Which would you prefer, 
that he cut the wages of your people 
and give what he saves thereby in 
you. or that he keep up the wage and 
let you look to the people for the 
money with which to carry on your 
work?" Put that way. they thought 
the wage better than the gift. 

Labor does not take kindly to the 
man who Is spending money In "up- 
lift" work. It prefers to be given 
the Tift" In wages and look out for 
Its own uplift. 

There seem to be but three ways 
by means of which a man of large 
means can pul a portion of his 
money to philanthropic purposes. He 
can establish a foundation and leave 
the disposition of his benevolences to 
experts. He can personally listen to 
and investigate every request made, 
provided he has nothing else to do. 
Or he can lay down a line of his own 
and hew to It. This Henry Ford has 
done. He decries charity. He makes 
no attempt to conceal that fact. !!*• 
believes that money should be made 
to work, and that men should worl: 
for money. He says that anything 
that can't pay Its own way has no 
right to exist. Just what effect this 
would have on the Dearborn Inde- 
pendent I do not know. 

(Oopjrlcht. 1*22, North American Newspaper 
Alliance.) 


path, from debt to ruin 
broken will and health; and presently 
to death. When 


debts were 
cleared up tho place was gone, and 
tho little widow had a scant f 2.000 
of his life 1 
Being sturdy, 


forward with the Ilght-plnk docu- to work; that the house could accom- 
ment of D. Wlggett & Co. and handed modate a number of roomers as several 
It to the Judge with a few words D. rooms were not In use; that there was 
Wtggett’s lawyer entered vehement a stepson about twenty-five years old 
objections. Stilling bis protests with working In a box factory at $25 a week, 
a waving hand. Magistrate Hanrahan Here was - the solution. Get the son. 
read the “agreement to selL" Then I asked him how he would like a Job 


courageous, 
she had come to New York, had found 
some fine sewing to ' do, and main- 
tained herself, always with the Idea 
of getting back Into the country and 
to her poultry raising, which she 
loved. Here the elmple story came to 
a full stop with the words: 

"So I bought a bit of a place and 
they took It away from me." 

"Who took It away from you?' 


where he lived. When we got through 
the Income of the family was Just about 
double what It had been. Everybody 
brief but I at work - *nd everybody happy. The 


cullender. Y"otta be disbarred fer It!" 

Tho lawyer hastily receded. The 
remains of D. Wlggett were led for- 
ward to listen to a few 

pointed dicta by the court, while the * lft of t,rae ' Personal interest and a Job 

reporter (under promptings) edged seemed a very good substitute for a 

up and took copious notes In a book pension. 

ouch as no reporter ever carried ex- a * * * 

cept upon the stage. At the end of 


A Briton has Invented a silent soup- 
spoon. But we may still find the din- 
ing room If we listen for the celery.— 
New Orleans Tlmcs-Picayunc. 


and that Mrs. Dunstan could have as to form, and the reason they usu- 
the place and a deed thereto if she'd ally advanced for their being granted 
just make the payments- fras just the one chief reason why 


Wlggett had secured her money, 














